


The HiBerie cf King Lear. 

Kent . With you goodman boy, and you plcafc come, ilc 
fleafh y ou, come on yong maifter. 

Glo/i. Weapons, armes, wliacs the matter here c - 
Duke. Keepe peace vpon your liues, hee dies that (lrik.es a- 
gaine, what’s the matter i 

Rc^, The meffengers from our fitter, and the King. 

Duke, Whats your difference, fpeake l . 

Stew. I am fcarfe in breath my Lord. 

Kent. No maruaile you haue fo beflir’ d your valour, you 
cowardly rafcall, nature difclaimes inthee,aTayler madetnee. 
Duke. Thou art a ((range fellow, a Taylor make amah. 

Kent. I, a Tayier fir-, a Stone-cutter, ora Painter could not 
haue made him foil!, though hee hadbeene but two houres at 
the trade. 

glofi. Speakeyet,how grew your quarrell? 

. Stew, This ancient ruffen fir, whofc life I haue fpar’datfute 
of his gray-beard. 

Kent. Thou whorfon Zcdd , thou vnneceffarie letter , my 
Lord if you’l o-iue mec lcaue, I will tread this vnboulted villaine 
into mortcr, and daube the wallesofa iaques with him, fpare 
my gray beard you wagtavle . 

Duke. Peace fir, you beafliy Knaue you haue no reuerence. • 
Kent. Yes fir but anger has apriuiledge. 

"Duke. Why art thou angry ‘. 

Kent. Thatfuch a flaue as this ifrould weare afword. 

That weares no honefly , fuch fmiling roges as thefe. 

Like Rats oft bite thole cordes in twainc, 

Which are to intrench, to inioofe fmooth eucry palfion 
That in the natures oftheir \ ords rebell, 

Bring oy{e to ftir, fnqw to their co'lder-moods, 

Reneag a ffif me, and turne their haicion beakes 

With eucry gale and varie oftheir mailfers, (cpeliptick 

Knowing nought like dayes but following, a plague vpon your 

Yrfage, fhioyje you my fpeeches. as I were afoole i 

Goofe and I had you vpon Sarum plaine, 

Id’e fend you cackling home to Camulet. , 

‘Duky What art thou mad old fellow • 

How fell you outlay that i 






The HiBorie of King Lear, 

Kent. No contraries hold more, antipathy, 

Then I and fuch a knaue, 

Duke. Why dofl thou call him knaue, what’s his offence. 

Kent. His countenance likes me not. 

Duke. No more perchance does mine.or his, or hers, 

Kent. Sir tis my occupation to be plaine, 

I haue feene better faces in my time 
That (lands on any fhoulder that I fee 
Before me at this in flant. 

Duke. This is a fellow who hailing beeneprayfd 
For bluntnes doth affett a fawey ruffines. 

And conflraines the garb quite from his nature, 

He cannot flatter he, he mull be plaine. 

He muft fpeake truth, and they will tak’t fo, 

If not he’s plaine, thefe kind of lcnaues I know 
Which in this plainnes harbour more craft, 

And more corrupter ends, then twentie filly ducking 
Obferuants,that ftretch their duties nifely. 

Kent. Sir in good (ooth, or in fincere veriue, 

Vnder the allowance of your graund afpedf . 

Whofc influence like the wreath of radient fire 
In flitkering 'Phnebus front. 

Duke. What mean’ll thou by this ? _ 

Kent. Too-oeoutof my dialogue which you ducommendlo 
much, I Know fir, I am no flatterer,he that beguild you m a plain 
accent, was a plaine knaue, which for my part I will not bee, 
though I Ihould win your difpleafure, to intreat mee too t. 

Duke. Year’s the offence yougaue him ? 

Stew. I neutrgaue him any, it pleas d the King hismailter 

Very late to (Irikeatme vpon hisimfconflruftion, 

When he coniundf and flattering his difpleafure 
Tript me behind, being downe, infulted,rayld, 

And put vpon him fuch a dcale of man, that, 

That wordiicd him got prayfes of the King, 

For him attempting who was fclfe fubdued, 

Aud in the flechuent of this dread exploit. 

Drew on me here againe. . . . r , 

Kent. None of thefe roges & cowards but AU*\ stheir foole. 

E z DuKj‘ 
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